


The ^ifiorie of 

Prince. ComehithtrFrancit. . 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to fcriic,F;^;^rAf/’ 

Francis. Forfooth fiueyeares,and asmuchas to 

Poincs. Francis. 

Francis. Anone,anonc fir. 

Prince. Fiueycarei^berlady alongleafcforthe cIiackin<yof 
Pewter: But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant^ as to piay^he 
coward with thy Indenture, and fhew itafairc paire ofhecles 
and runnefrom it? ’ 

Francis. O Lord fir, lie he fwornevpon allBookes in Eng- 
land J could findin my heart. 

Pcines. Francis. Francis. Anonc fir. 

Prince. Ho w ol d art thou , Francis*. 

Francis, Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I /hall be 

Points. Francis. 

Francis. Anonc fir,pray you ftay a little, my Lord. 

Prince. Nay butharkeyouFr^ij«-/if,for the Sugar thouga* 
ucftrac, t’wasapenny worth, waft not? 

Francis. O Lord, [ would it had been two. 

Prince. I willgiuc thee for it a thoufand pound, aske mec 
when thou wilt,and thou /halt haue it. 

Points. Francis. Francis. Anonc, anonc. 

Prince. htiOTieFrancis?^oFrancis, bnttomorrowFrrfw^; 
or on thurfeday : or indeed when thou wilt: 

Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leathcrncicrkin, Chriftall but* 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Pukeftocking, Cad dice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifli pouchy 

Francis. OLordfir,wnodoyoumcapc? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardc is your onely 
drinkc! for look* you Francis, your White canuaftc doublet 
will fullcy . In Barbary fir,it cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. What firj Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not hcare them call? 

^ Fleere they both call him, the Drasverjlandes amazed, not 
knorvingwhichwayio^oe, Snter'Utfitner. 


Henry the fourth. 

Vint. VVhat.ftandft thou ftill, and hearft fucli a calling? 
looke to theGheftes within. My Lord, old (\rIohn with haltc 
a dozen more.arcat the doorc, ftiall I let th« ni in? 

Prin. Let thni alone a while, & then open the A.'or tiPoints. 

Pomes. Anone, anonc fir. EnterPoines. 

Prince. S.tra, Falfialffe and the reft of the Thecncs, arc at the 
doore.ihall we-be merry ? 

Poin. A merry as Crickets, my lad : but harkc yce, what 
cunningmatch haue you made with tins ieft of the Drawer-^ 
ccifie, what’s theiiruc.i* 

Princ. I am now ofall humors, thathauc ftjew'cd themfclucs 

humors, fince the old daies of goodman.//iir»?, to the pup*ll 

age of this prefent tweluc a clockc at midnight. What’s a 
clocke Francisl 

Francis. Anone, anonc fir. 

Trine. That cuer this fellow ftiould haue fewer words then 
aParret, &yetthcfonofaWoman. Hisinduftryis vp ftaires 
anddowneftaires, his eloquence the parcel! of a reckoning, t 
am not yttoiPercyss mind,thcf/orjf^»rofthe2Wrril',hcthat kils 
mefomcfixeorftucn dozcnofd’£'( 2 rrat abreakfaft, waflicshis 
handes,and fay es to his wife, Fievpon this quiet life, I want 
worke.O my (weet Harry, (ayes llic ! how many baft thou kild 
todaysGiuemy Roanchorfcadrcnch(faycs he) and anfwcrcs, 
Tome forteenc, an houre after : atrifte, a trifle. I prcthcecall in 
^Iflajfe, fie play Tcr.cy, and that damnde Brarvne ftrall play 
Vime Mortimer his wife. Riuo, faics the drunkard.: cal in Ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Faljbaffe. 

Toines. Welcome/^^f, where haft thou becne? 

Fal. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance to, mar- 
ry and Amen : glue me a cup offackboy. E’rcileadthis life 
long lie (owe neatherftocks, and mend them, and foote them 
oo. p ague ofall cowards, Giuc me a cup of facke, rogue, is 
there no vertae extant ? ^ ^ 

kifleadifti ofbutter,pittifulI 

dfdrr'^'T ‘he fwcete talc of the Sunne? if thou 

then behold that compound. 

Earn.. 
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